JOURKAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT

extremities.   Still reading  " Le  Rouge  et le Noir "
humility,

Thursday, January zjth.

Searched off and on, from 7 a.m. till 8 p.m. for a motive bit of
plot to carry along the material of my next chapter. Found
it during dinner. But these delays are rather depressing, and
even now I am not sure if it is first class.

Monday, January
I began " Clayhanger " on Jan. 5th and up to to-day have written
33,200 words of it. Total of over 45,000 words for the month. I
had a letter from Hueffer this morning, in reference to my eulogy
of the English Review in the New Age saying I was the only one
who had not tried to thwart him, etc. A characteristic letter.
Suggestion that I should do a weekly article for the Daily
Chronicle. I said I would do it if I was free to be genuine and
not merely bright, etc. I wrote to Tillotsons yesterday in reply
to a demand for stuff, refusing to work any more at the old price.
Thursday, February ^rd.
On Tuesday we went in a taxi-cab to lunch with the Lucas's at
Kingston Manor. Un petit pays perdu. I found Lucas slightly
more Lucas than ever, and liked him more. His wife is like a
nice Ibsen heroine. House slightly bare ; a good staircase ;
plenty of colour ; and some good little pictures,
The other morning I watched the sea-gulls helping the
scavenger to scavenge the remains of the daily fish market on
the beach. Rain. Strong wind. They could not alight
They had a lot of balancing and steering to do. They dived
again and again for the same bit of offal, missing it, till they
got it. Then each prize-winner sailed off against wind \rith
difficulty towards Palace Pier, and out of my sight somewhere ;
but some seemed to swallow the piece en route. I was watching
them alight in the water the other day ; all did exactly the
same ; a planing descent, then, close on water, 2 or 3 half-flaps,
a raising of the head, and they were afloat,
A steady 2,000 or more words per day of "Clayhanger"
(except Tuesday of course). I read a lot of it on Tuesday, and
found it more * coloured ' and variegated than I had expected.
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